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WOOLLY JAKE
" DE power ob prayer, dear childers,"
Said de good ole Aunty Loo, Prom her nook in de chimley corner,
When we all roun' de big fire drew, "De power ob prayer am wonnerful.
It most always do de trick. If Satan wid his larks am knockin' out de sparks,
Just you pray, and he'll skim away quick.
"Way down in Louisianny
Am de place whar I was riz, Whar cle boss was Massa Johnson,
And de cotton was de biz. A sassy young slip was I,
Wid a sweetheart, Woolly Jake, Who was ready to shed ebery drop in his head,
And all for my true lub's sake.
"I was a gal ob ten,
And he had just gone eight, And de both ob us cooed like turtles,
In a frightful lubsick state.